INTRODUCTION
the people of Britain will begin to understand why
Communists fight and die for democratic freedom;
for it seems that nothing less than the indubitable
signature of death will make men believe in their
sincerity.
Caudwell, however, did more than die for his beliefe.
For twenty-nine years he lived for them. And into
these years he packed a remarkable amount of activity.
He wrote a quite startling number of books. For
instance, he wrote, under his real name of Christopher
St. John Spngg, no less than seven detective stories
(I have read one of them and thought it very poor,
as a matter of fact), five books on aviation, and a great
number of short stories and poems.
And these were merely his pot-boilers. For jhe
work he really cared about he reserved the pseudonym
of Caudwell Above this name he wrote a serious
novel called This My Hand (which, in my view,
is a failure) and three major works, namely, Illusion
and Reality, The Crisis m Physics and the present
volume.
We catch the impression of a young man possessed
by creative energy; a young man turning out a
flood of work, good, bad and indifferent; a young
man, however, marked with one of the most charac-
teristic and one of the rarest of the signs of promise,
namely, real copiousness. He was a young man who
not only warmed his hands before, but gave great
hearty pokes at, the fire of life; a. young man so
interested in everything, from aviation, to poetry, to
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